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wild promises, as well as hatred towards anyone not in
sympathy with their cause, it contained a very com-
plete description of how to make a bomb by using a
combination of materials that could be purchased at
any drug store. I decided immediately that this was
the real thing, even if the rest of the information was
nonsense.
Obtaining the necessary materials, I started work
and soon produced "stuff/' which proved to work
beautifully. I was careful enough to use only very
small quantities at a time. To experiment with the
explosive, I went into the garden as far from the house
as possible. There I dug a hole, one or two feet deep,
into which I placed a small bottle or paper tube con-
taining the mixture, and then arranged to bring it in
contact with a drop of acid, which resulted in a slight
explosion, with fire and smoke, throwing some of the
sand up into the air. My parents were not informed
of this scientific work until one day my mother saw a
workman who was apparently in a state of some excite-
ment striding up to our house. She called my father
from his study and together they met the man, who
said he was the contractor in charge of the rebuilding
of the house adjacent to our garden.
" I regret that I must make a complaint about the
activities of your son in the garden."
My father turned inquiringly to my mother.
" Why, he has merely been tinkering with another
of his mechanical contraptions/' she said.
" Have you not heard some loud explosive noises,
madam? " asked the contractor.
" Yes, but of course I thought they came from your
work. You don't mean to tell me . . ."